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resented one ringing in a house where he was. As my house, 1308 Twentieth Street, was a small one, and I lived alone but for two maids, my 'phone was my watchdog and rang on each floor, unless I could remember to cut the bells offbefore he arrived. Many a lecture I have had from him telling me how unworthy of my dignity it was to allow young men to telephone me instead of writing a proper note; and many a time, when he would come to spend an evening, if I was called to the telephone he would leave in high dudgeon. But the funny part was that in a day or so he would apologize for his anger, and have someone in his office telephone to say that if I was at leisure he would call.
I think the dear gentleman had me very much on his mind, for in many ways he showed his anxiety to find for me some objective in life. He would sit and look at me, and say: "My, my! You have a destiny, but what it is I cannot determine; you should be preparing yourself for something that is to come." I would laugh and tell him I knew he meant I was only a cumberer of the ground. This I admitted, saying that I appreciated the prosaic quality of my life, destined to be spent, like millions of others, in a backwater of commonplace. To this he would reply: "Well, it is your own fault; you have potentiality, and some day you will be sorry you wasted these years when you might be fitting yourself for what is coming."
Alas, that prophecy came true. I might have fitted myself to be a wiser, abler helper to my future husband in the duties that crowded the years almost at hand.
I could write many pages of this rare friend who dared tell me my faults as well as pleasanter things, and whose counsel was always a shield and buckler. When I first told him of my friendship with Helen Bones he warned me to beware of people in high places; but he followed our friendship with deep interest.
On a brilliant afternoon in March, 1915, Helen Bones and I went for one of our customary walks. Instead of using my